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-LAURNA SMITH. 
"Invitation To Poetry" 
Poems 
GOLDEN ANNIVERSARY 
Like two pages of an old letter, 
Side by side, 
Unaltering-for worse and better 
They abide, 
Pale and faded as the faded ink. 
Each supplements 
With thoughts and memories that link 
And arguments 
The other. So, undisturbed, they live 
In an age 
Where all that they can give 
Is a page 
Or two that without the slightest doubt 
No one any longer cares about. 
TO ALL FELINES 
"My friend!" she said, and smiled and took my hand. 
"I always feel so close to you, my dear, 
As though I know your every thought and wish. 
Ah, let us not forget the mutual worth 
Attendant when two women are true friends." 
"No, let us not," said I. 
"She is my dearest friend," she cried, "but you, 
A man, can scarcely understand, as I, 
A woman, do, the little faults she crowds 
Into the shadow of her bright allure. 
You do not know her quite so well as I." 
"Yes, that is true," said he. 
"We are fortunate, I think,"said he to me, 
"That there is friendship in this world of ours, 
For now we see in time the fatal step 
We might have seen too late. Now love is done 
Let us be friends-as you and she . " "Be friends? 
No, let us not," said I. 
FOUR HANDS 
A hand to clasp in mine and gaily swint 
Along the careless days of early spring. 
A languid hand that beckons, soft and white. 
A hand that reaches shyly up to cling. 
And one-a hand to hold to in the night. 
-BARBARA OAKES. 
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To Live and 
To Suffer 
Rebecca Blackley 
"When I grow µp, I'm going to 
marry the richest man in the world," 
said Sally, importantly. 
"Oh, Sally," said Jean, "why do 
you want to do that? Mother says 
money isn't everything-in these 
times you never know how long 
you're going to have it anyhow. And 
suppose you married a man for his 
money and he lost it all? Now I'm 
going to marry someone like Leslie 
Howard-I think he's divine. Sister 
took me to see his new picture last 
night, and honest girls, I just thrilled 
when he said to the heroine, 'Dearest. 
I love you.' I just adore men like 
that-you know-the gentle, sophis-
ticated type." 
Ruth said nothing. She felt a 
scorn, closely akin to pity for them 
both. What did they know of love 
and husbands anyhow? With their 
actors and mlllionaires ! Why she 
actually saw her ideal every day I 
But she couldn't discuss it with them 
-they were too young to understand. 
She looked at the clock on Sally's 
dresser-half past two. In an hour 
and a half she would see him again. 
"What kind of a man are you go-
ing to marry, Ruthie?" said Sally, 
interrupting her golden reverie. 
Ruth started. "Oh, I don't know," 
she said vaguely. "Someone like Clark 
Gable, I guess." He looked a little 
like Gable, only of course he didn't 
have a moustache, and his ears were 
much nicer. But he did have dimp-
les ... two of them when he smiled. 
He had smiled at her yesterday .... 
"Yes ... Clark Gable is gorgeous," 
agreed Jean. "But I still think that 
Leslie Howard is my ideal. . . if he 
were only free. . ... She sighed. "I 
do hate to break up a home. . . es-
pecially when there are children." 
"Oh, Jean!" said Sally in a shocked 
voice. "You wouldn't do that, woul4 
you?" 
"I don't know," said Jean doubt-
fully. "But when one loves" . . . 
this last in the manner of Duse or 
Bernhardt ... "one forgets all else .. " 
This last sentence was suspiciously 
reminiscent of a particularly thrilling 
story in the latest Love Story maga-
zine, but her listeners were too en-
thralled to quibble over such slight 
details. They sighed enviously. 
"I suppose I'll have a huge wed-
ding," said Sally pensively. "My 
husband's position will demand it ... 
and we'll both have so many im-
portant friends we must invite. Of 
course you'll be the bridesmaids. I 
think I'll wear white satin ... it's so 
elegant." 
"Leslie and I will have a very quiet 
wedding," said Jean decidedly .... 
"you know .... a divorced man and 
all that ... I suppose there will be 
heaps of publicity, but I can bear 
it for his sake." 
Ruth said nothing. . . she would 
elope, and it might be sooner than 
anyone suspected. Just four more 
years until she was sixteen and didn't 
have to go to school anymore. . . . 
then they would marry. Of course 
her father would cast her off, but 
they could live on His pay. They 
would have a cute little home, and 
she would wear cute little house-
dresses. She would see him off every 
morning, and have his dinner waiting 
when he came home at night. . . 
"Oh gosh!" said Sally. "It's three-
fifteen already. I have to go get the 
mail. You kids coming?" 
"Oh no," said Ruth hastily. "I 
have to go home and do some errands 
for mother-she's making jam today. 
See you later." . . and she dashed 
down the stairs and out the back 
door. Five minutes later, she ran 
breathlessly up the back steps of her 
home. She opened the screen door 
and stuck her head inside. "Want 
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me to get anything for you at the 
store, mother ?" she asked. "I thought 
I'd go get the mail." 
Her mother raised her hot face 
from a critical survey of the jam 
boiling on the stove. "Yes, Ruthie," 
she said. "You might bring me a 
dozen more jar tops. I expect I'll 
need some more. . . . this jam isn't 
boiling down like I thought it would. 
Get some money out of the silver 
baking dish." 
Ruth hesitated. "Could I have a 
nickel, mother?" she said. 
"A nickel? Where's all your al-
lowance gone to? No, I don't think 
you'd better ... " 
"Oh mother, please. . . " pleaded 
Ruth. "I know I shouldn't have 
spent all of my allowance, but it's 
been so hot. I want an ice cream 
cone. Please. . " 
"Well, all right, just this once ... " 
her mother yielded. "But mind now, 
I'm not encouraging you to run over 
your allowance. . . so don't ask me 
again." 
Ruth got the money and hurried 
outside, down towards the village. 
Her financial status caused her little 
worry ... she'd have to see Daddy 
this evening and wheedle a quarter 
out of him . . .. but she'd have to be 
careful that mother didn't see her ... 
She reached the post office out of 
breath. After all, she had hurried and 
it was a hot day ... "Good afternoon, 
Mr. Potts," she said to the old post-
master, "any mail for us this after-
noon?" 
"Hello, Ruthie," said old Mr. Potts. 
"Yep. Here's the new Ladies' Home 
Journal, and two letters for your Pa, 
and a postcard for you." 
"Oh, thank you," said Ruth, and 
started quickly out the door. She 
looked at the postcard ... it was from 
Ellen. . she was in Cleveland visiting 
her aunt and uncle. They had given 
a party for her. . "I met the cutest 
boy," she wrote. "You'd simply 
adore him, Ruth." Adore him! A 
silly crush, no doubt! And she was 
madly in love, and with a man, not 
a silly boy. Her heart was pounding 
unbearably. In a few minutes she 
would see him again. She was faced 
with a momentous decision. Should 
she get her usual ice cream cone or a 
drink? If she got a drink, perhaps 
he would talk to her for a while. She 
went slowly into the drug store and 
up to the soda fountain. He smiled 
at her ... what bliss I 
"Hello, Ruthie!" he said. "What's 
yours this afternoon?" 
Her heart was in her mouth. "I'll 
. . . I guess .. . I'll have a chocolate 
milk," she gulped, finally. 
"O. K. Coming up I" Her eyes fol-
lowed him fascinatedly as he poured 
milk into a glass . . added chocolate 
. . stirred it. "There you are," he 
said, putting it before her with a 
flourish. 
She could scarcely drink, her throat 
was so choked up. "Warm today, 
isn't it?" he said sociably. 
"Y yyyyes . . " she said. "Yes, it 
is warm, isn't it?" She giggled nerv-
ously .. looked at him with her most 
soulful expression, copied faithfully 
from Greta Garbo. 
He looked at her anxiously. "What's 
wrong?" he said. "Doncha feel good? 
Maybe I'd better get you a glass of 
water, huh?" 
She was chagrined. "Oh, no." she 
said hurriedly ... "I'm all right now. 
I was just faint for a minute .. " She 
stared moodily out the window-oh 
the agony of love, unconfessed ! Her 
faraway expression faded ... ye~, it 
was Sally and Jean. And they had 
seen her. "I guess perhaps I'd bet-
ter be going," she murmured, sliding 
down from her stool. "I'll see you 
later." This last with a dazzling smile 
which was not lost on her dumb-
founded friends. · 
"So long," she said carelessly, and 
sauntered out the door. She pre-
tended that she hadn't seen her 
friends, and walked rapidly down the 
street. Perhaps they wouldn't follow. 
In vain . . "Ruth!" shouted Sally. 
"Wait for us!" She slowed down 
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reluctantly .. she might as well get 
it over with. . . 
"Ruth Bradstreet!" said Jean ac-
cusingly. "Why didn't you come 
down with us? I thought you said 
you weren't going downtown." 
"I wasn't," protested Ruth uncon-
vincingly, "but mother thought of 
something she needed in a hurry, 
so ... ". 
"Well," said Sally, "you certainly 
weren't hurrying over your drink I 
Say ... !" with dawning suspicion ... 
"Have you got a crush on Charlie 
Barnes? Oh ... I'll bet you have!" 
"I have not I" denied Ruth vigor-
ously, but she was blushing uncon-
trollably. 
"You have so ! Ruth has a crush 
on Charlie Barnes! Ruth has a crush 
on Charlie Barnes!" chanted the two 
girls in unison. 
Ruth turned on her tormenters. 
"The trouble with you two is that 
you don't know true love when you 
see it!" she gasped defiantly. "If you 
must know, Charlie loves me, but he 
says I'm too young yet, and that 
we'll have to wait a while." 
The girls were suddenly quiet. A 
new respect was forming in their 
eyes. "Really, Ruth?" they cho-
rused. "Oh when did he tell you? 
How did he say it? Do you meet 
him secretly? How long have you 
known?" 
But the questions were coming a 
little too fast even for Ruth to cope 
with. She gathered a cloak of mys-
tery protectively about her. "I'd 
rather not talk about it, please," she 
said in her best enigmatic manner. 
"The subject is too sacred. And now 
I'd like to be alone for a while. Do 
you mind? I'll see you in the morn-
ing," and she sauntered down the 
street nonchalantly. Eventually the 
truth must out, she realized, but for 
the present she was the Voice of Ex-
perience, for had she not lived? 
Suffered? Loved? 
It's Golden 
Mary C. Funkhouser 
I have a sincere regard, an irrepres-
sible attachment, nay, an unbounded 
affection for all things silent. Neat 
little "Quiet" signs on hospitals lawns 
delight me; warnings of "Silence 
Please" in business offices never fail 
to impress me; I even love people 
who go around, (whether for the 
benefit of colicky babies or rheumatic 
grandfathers) "shushing" others. 
They too are worshipers at my shrine, 
and I bow before them. I can enjoy 
a good serious-minded ghost because 
he at least does his haunting quietly, 
and I respect his native graveyard for 
the peace and restfulness of its mute 
community. A secret enterprise that 
I have long nourished is a Q. T. club 
for fellow hushmen. Our password 
would be "shhh," our countersign, the 
pressure of the index finger vertically 
against the lips, and we would have 
marvelous long meetings devoted sole-
ly to reverie and contemplation. In 
short, I have a yearning and ever in-
creasing desire to tell the whole good-
humored world courteously and delib-
erately, 'Peace, be still"-to make a 
master muffler and render its mun-
dane mouth forever mute. Reader, I 
do not jest. Beneath this superficial 
surface, deep currents are flowing. I 
am serious. 
This devotion to the hushed is well 
founded. I attribute it to the fact that 
the pricelessness of silence has accom-
panied all happy experiences, all long 
remembered incidents, all cherished 
scenes, thoughts, or emotions that I 
have ever known. Rooms by firelights 
-books-shadows--color-dreams, all 
such lovely things are mellowed by 
this magic master. It selects all great 
and worthy occasions as its own, 
predominates over all other influences. 
envelops the scene, blesses the situ-
ation, and deftly shapes the memory 
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into the most delightful and peaceful 
perfection. 
There is beauty in the variety of 
this universal patron. We love the 
calm silence of nature, found at the 
brink of a reedy pool or in the heart 
of a winter woods, as we shudder at 
the hurting mystery of death's hush, 
or the nervous, tense silence of fear. 
What a gentle quiet we keep in the 
presence of new and precious life-
tiny babies, budding trees, young 
helpless animals, and what awe is ex-
pressed in the admiring hush that 
greets the display of great artistry. 
We revere the sacred silence, incom-
parable to any other, of an empty 
church. We know the sanitary silence 
of a hospital and the systematic si-
lence of a library. One fancies that 
there are whole drawers full of it here, 
aU carefuUy indexed and catalogued. 
In everyday life, silence is the ever-
welcome intervener; a life belt secur· 
ing itself around situations that are 
lost and helpless ; a blender of daily 
discords; a mason slicing off the 
crude, protruding parts of existence; 
a universal interlocutor, subtle, deft 
in preserving the mystery, intensify-
ing the drama, and protecting the 
beauty of the world. It is life's tact-
ful host-interrupting with artful en-
trance at the perfect moment, and af-
ter a gentle adjustment of the situa-
tion, leaving the guests to marvel 
at the discreetness and dexterity of 
its departure. 
• • 
IN SPITE OF WORDS 
These words come at least in part 
From out my soul and mind and heart; 
And come at least in part, I fear, 
From my conceit and failure drear. 
For what they are, or might have been, 
Had I known less of trivial sin, 
I have no f ears--no deep regret 
Of that which may prove fertile yet. 
FREDERIC WINTER. 
Poems 
I 
CONVERSATION PIECE 
Perhaps he does. 
What do you think? 
He might, perhaps "' 
He does; I do not 
know. He does, perhaps. 
You think he might? 
Perhaps; I think perhaps 
he does. 
But maybe not; 
I do not know 
but that he would not 
think of it. 
Perhaps; I say I 
do not know. 
II 
PERSONALITY 
I met her long ago: 
Calamity was at her door; 
Her father had a year to live; 
Her mother's heart-tomorrow, 
Or, within a month, would 
Cause her death . 
I met her yesterday: 
Her father has a year to live; 
Calamity is at her door; 
Tomorrow, or within a month, 
Her mother's heart will 
Cause her death. 
m 
CONCENTRATION 
I said I thought the day was fair; 
She said that Bill had curly hair· 
I said that beer was here to stay; 
She pondered on Bill's winning way. 
When I discussed the social classes, 
She said she thought he needed glasses. 
But then I said, "Men should be wed," 
AnQ. ~lie said, "Yes. You're right," 
~!le said. 
~RACE FERGUSON· 
Gingham Dog 
Louise Dauner 
Children like toy animals, you know-
Horses with real black hair and manes and tails, 
And flannel elephants with tiny eyes 
Of black shoe-buttons-and small rubber cats 
That plaintively protest when they are squeezed, 
And teddy-bears to take to bed at night, 
To kiss and cuff till they grow thin and worn, 
Aenemic, from the sawdusts leaking out-
And gingham dogs, or sometimes calico, 
With sprawly legs that can be tied in knots 
And sad expressions and long drooping ears . 
Oh, these are talismen to ward away 
The terrors of the night if one's alone; 
Or paint the vacant canvass of the day 
With pictures warm and rich in company. 
I say, most children like such toy things . 
But as time steadies faltering childish hands 
And guides them on to sterner tasks than play, 
The cuddly bear and flannel elephant 
Are laid aside upon a closet shelf, 
Or boxed with tiny shoes and baby clothes 
In darkened attics where the rain spats down 
And taps its little melancholy croon; 
And soft gray dust like an enshrouding cloak 
Falls with the days and nights, to shut them off; 
And play-days are but faint remembered things. 
I loved them once . . . but I have seen a room 
Where nothing ever happened; where a dog, 
A sprawly spotted little gingham dog, 
Was more than any dog should ever be 
To one too old to cling to childish things. 
The room, it was a gentle quiet place 
High up above the city's turgid roar, 
With shaded lights of warm and mellow glow. 
It seemed to stretch its hands invitingly, 
To beg that you come in and think and rest, 
And know the wisdom and the solace of 
The monumental dead whose shrine it was . 
For she who lived therein from far-flung lands 
Had gleaned the riches and had plucked the fruit. 
She knew the art-and well had practised it--
Of stern-jawed Beethoven and mighty Bach. 
And there old bards and new, in rhymed verse 
And .strange free fancies met in wise discourse. 
lJpon tb~ WP.Jl was hung a Pai&}ey shawl, 
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The color of the last faint sunset's glow; 
And on the shawl a curving scimitar, 
The relic of a long-dead Tartar chief, 
Would catch and bend the long rays of the light. 
Upon the davenport, with legs askew, 
(And always oddly out of place, you thought), 
You saw a dog-a little gingham dog. 
You wondered why she always had it there 
In that same spot; as though its dull black eyes 
Should note the winking of the city's lights· 
From that still shaded room six stories high; 
Or, if it faced the door, as though its ears 
Might catch the rhythm of her steps as she 
Returned at night from solitary walks . . 
And once I asked her . . . In the corridor 
Outside, I heard the tap of twinkling feet, 
And bright young voices. One called, "Wait for me!" 
The other answered, "Did you really think 
That I should let you go alone, my dear?" 
And then she looked at me, and smiled, and said, 
"That's why I keep him always there . You see 
So very often I sit here alone; 
And if I have him here beside me, I 
Somehow just never feel the silence so. 
I've no one else to talk to now, you know 
And I said nothing. . . 
Sometimes as we sat, 
She'd take the dog and set it on her lap, 
And smooth the wrinkled little gingham face, 
Or loop the soft big ears about its head, 
And let her hands play on the lifeless thing 
As though it were the child she'd never borne, 
The lover she had never loved . . . And when 
I rose to leave, it often seemed to me 
That she would clasp it to her closer then; 
As though somehow my going sent her back 
So many years to childish playtime hours; 
" 
As though, when shadows fell in dreary lengths, 
As once she used to do when bedtime came, 
And she must climb the stairs and face the dark, 
She'd take along the little toy dog, 
And feel not quite defenceless and alone. 
And so it is I say I do not like 
Small gingham dogs. I always see that room 
With all its grace and still-born muted charm, 
And then I see the dog, and her slim hands 
Caressing it, and hear the wistful sigh 
Of all she never said; and all the sweet 
Things-all the foolish tender things 
That should have happened in that silent room 
Have found their being somehow iti: ~:p,_Eil dog, · 
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Luncheon Club 
Grace Ferguson 
They had changed the hats in the 
display window of the millinery store. 
There was one hat in front with a 
bright red feather; it caught Mr. Phil-
lips' eye as he passed the window on 
the way into the restaurant. "That," 
thought Mr. Phillips, "would be a 
nice hat for a smart girl-about-town. 
But the little brown one at the back 
with the green thingamabobs on it-
he thought he'd probably like the girl 
that bought that one better. 
He rather liked to look at the hats 
in the window there, just outside his 
favorite restaurant; it was about as 
close as he ever got to women. Of 
course there was Mrs. McKnight, the 
boss's wife, who came in about twice 
a week. fur-laden and spiced with per-
fume. He felt she was an enemy. She 
spent too much money. The boss 
couldn't afford it. Anyway. the cold 
gleam of her light blue eyes through 
her rimless glasses dismayed him. He 
didn't like her much, not nearly so 
much as he did his landlady, though 
she was fat and fortv or perhaps even 
fifty, for all Mr. Phillips knew. She 
was Irish and had too many kids, 
but she was soft-voiced and had a 
gentle, kindly way about her that 
quite won everybody's heart. 
He opened the door and walked in-
to the restaurant. "Good morning," 
said he to Edward, the head waiter. 
He wondered about this man, poised 
and self confident in bearing, subserv-
ient to the customers; and yet, 
through it all, there was a shyness 
and sensitivity that made him akin to 
Mr. Phillips. Every day Mr. Phillips 
said "Good morning" to him, and he 
replied "Good morning, sir," with mu-
tual liking and respect. 
Now the question: should he sit by 
the window where he could watch the 
pit!serby, or over by the canary-that-
could-whistle-like-a-cardinal? But Ed-
ward was leading him to the back, by 
the goldfish. Ah yes, it was Thurs-
day, the day for the luncheon club. 
Edward knew he liked the luncheon 
club. That was part of their mutual 
understanding. Edward liked the 
luncheon club, too. There were about 
eight of them, and they had a very 
large table all to themselves on 
Thursdays. True. there were other 
groups that had . their days for this 
table, but these other groups Mr. 
Phillips did not seek out; rather, he 
avoided them. 
What .there was about them that 
made them different Mr. Phillips did 
not know. Perhaps it was because 
they were the brown-hat-with-green-
thingamabobs kind. Five of them 
were women. and the men didn't al-
ways come. They were all very anx-
ious to "get on." Sometimes a certain 
topic for the day's discussion would 
be chosen and held to. Other times 
they would lapse into gossip, and Mr. 
Phillips enjoyed these times even bet-
ter than the others. The sound of 
their voices carried peculiarly well to 
the little corner table to which Ed-
ward had taken him. He could usually 
hear everything that was said, except, 
of course, when Miss Whimpler or 
Miss Filmore had the seat on his 
right, the farthest away; then he 
couldn't hear what they said, for they 
both talked too low. He didn't hold it 
against Miss Filmore so much, be-
cause she very seldom said anything. 
and that way he didn't miss much. 
He wanted stilt to be there when 
they came, so he dallied over the 
menu. Mrs. Dowling had promised 
to bring that suit she'd knitted, and 
he was curious to know if it was as 
ill fitting as all the other things that 
Mrs. Dowling had made herself, and 
he didn't want to miss seeing it. And 
Mr. Lowcomb would be back from 
that trip to Cleveland. Mr. Low-
comb thought himself quite an orator, 
and so was in the habit of using the 
slow delivery of the after dinner 
,. 
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speaker. But then, Mr. Phillips had 
never been to Cleveland. 
However, the clock was still going 
about its business, and he had to be 
back to work at one, so Mr. Phillips 
ordered his lunch. The order went to 
the kitchen, was taken through the 
restaurant mill, and came back a 
steaming vegetable plate with two 
hard rolls and butter. Still no one of 
the eight appeared, and Mr. Phillips 
reluctantly began. 
He had succeeded in tearing one 
roll apart with no major casualties, 
when a familiar figure caught his eye. 
Miss Filmore was looking at the hats, 
thinking, no doubt, that she would 
like to buy the one with the red feath-
er. But Mr. Phillips knew very well 
she'd never buy a hat with a red 
feather. She was loitering out there 
so she wouldn't be first at the table. 
The Miss Filmores don't like to be 
first. t.'!ill.i 
He wished some one of the seven 
would come; but no one came, and 
Miss Filmore entered. He hadn't look-
ed at her again, but he knew she'd 
entered by the way the head waiter 
was industriously counting silver. Ed-
ward, for once, felt himself inadequate 
and ignored the poor creature hesitat-
ing there at the door. Then he remem-
bered pressing business in the kitchen 
and deserted completely. This was 
unlike the head waiter. Mr. Phillips 
groped for a reason.Why had Edward 
avoided leading her to the large table? 
Perhaps because he wanted her to 
take a smaller table instead; perhaps 
because he feared that no other lunch-
eon dubbers would come. And Miss 
Filmore alone at that monstrous 
table! Mr. Phillips did not dwell upon 
this morbid thought. He hoped that 
she would grasp the situation. She 
didn't. The huge table drew her like 
a magnet; she was powerless under 
the conservatism of doing the accept-
ed, the usual thing. no matter what 
the circumstances. She sat down at 
the side near Mr. Phillips just as the 
conscience-stricken waiter miraculous-
ly appeared from the kitchen. A mask 
of pleasant surprise ,ovcred bis coun-
tenance when he sa~' her, and he ad-
vanced to her with \he menu. 
"Good morning, M.iss Filmore," he 
said, "And how are rou today?" 
"] ust fine, thank you," said Miss 
Fillmore, grateful for the attention. "I 
don't think I'll ordM" till the others 
come." 
The "others." Mr. ,Phillips prayed 
for them. His prayns were not an-
swered, and, thougli he ate slowly, 
Mr. Phillips finished his vegetable 
plate. Not quite knowing why, he 
called Edward over to his table. Per-
haps to give the timid little woman a 
chance to order. 
"Edward", he said in a rather loud 
voice, " I'm rather hungry, today. Sup· 
pose you bring me some of the hali-
but and a roll." 
In what a confident way he'd said 
that! He glowed with pride. She must 
have heard it. He'd be late sure. 
When Edward came back she called 
him over and ordered her meal. Eat-
ing alone at that huge table! It was 
unbearable. He must do something 
about it. A great resolve formed in 
the mind of J. Reynolds Phillips. He 
would take his coffee with her. The 
idea terrified him, so he didn't stop 
to ponder over how he would do it. 
Miss Fillmore was nibbling hurriedly 
over her lunch. 
"Ah, .... Pardon me," said Mr. 
Phillips and wished he were dead, "I 
. . . ah, . . . Do you mind if I join 
your luncheon club for today?" Miss 
Filmore didn't mind; Miss Filmore 
looked at him with a great deal of 
astonishment, but not without a de-
gree of pleasure. Mr. Phillips 
chuckled. He had a very amiable and 
friendly chuckle, and he knew it. It 
didn't quite go with his rather lean 
and drab exterior but it certainly ad-
ded life to his pale personality. Mr. 
Phillips was pleased with himself, for 
he had managed the introductory re-
marks far better than he had ex-
pected. 
"My name," he continued, "is J. 
Reynolds Phillips. That is, my first 
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name is Jeremiah, but I haven't used 
it since my mother died. I never cared 
much for Bible names-too antiquat-
ed.'' 
Miss Filmore expressed agreement. 
"I lunch here quite a bit," he went 
on; (every day in the world except 
Sundays). "And I generally see you 
and your friends here on Thursdays. 
You always seem to be having such 
a gay time; I've always envied you. 
Eating alone isn't much fun." 
"No," said Miss Filmore, who knew 
it only too well· 
He went on to elaborate, and he 
found that the part about "envying" 
their "merry group" went over big 
with Miss Filmore. She'd always liked 
to think of it like that. 
So they lingered over their coffee, 
and he found himself telling a wide-
eyed and impressed Miss Filmore 
what he said to Johnny Watson the 
time Johnny was impudent. The ad-
miration-for-superior-strength in Miss 
Fillmore's eyes egged him on to tell 
about the time he quit his job rather 
than do an ungallant act, omitting, 
however, to relate his subsequent 
change of mind and repossession of 
his job. 
She was telling him about the radio 
in the room next to hers when he 
caught Edward's eye-Edward's eye, 
full of immense approval. But behind 
Edward was the big clock, telling him 
he was very late for work· 
"Uh," said Mr. Phillips, "dear me, 
it's late." 
"So it is," observed Miss Filmore, 
with the air of one who did not have 
to be anyplace in particular at one 
o'clock. 
"Well," he rose, "I've enjoyed this 
little visit so much." And suddenly 
his glib manner left him. What to 
say? How to put it? 
"Uh," said J. Reynolds Phillips, 
"may I call?" 
East Street 
East Street 
Straggles out beyond the railroad. 
For the railroad 
Cuts the town in two. 
North and South. 
On the North 
There's sunlight 
And flowers 
And fine old art 
And music 
And gay laughter 
And lovely ladies 
With satin skins and red lipa 
And sparkling devils in their eyes. 
There are suave men 
With manicured nails, 
Who stride through life 
With the flick of a cane, 
A twisted grin 
And a flippant word. 
Broad-shouldered 
Powerful, 
Challenging, 
Triumphant. 
But East Street 
Has 
Drunken shanties 
That lean against each other 
Like the bleary-eyed loafers 
Around the corner drug-store. 
The air 
Smells thick; dirty yellow. 
East Street 
Has 
Stale whiskey 
And sullen hunger 
And brawling bums 
And thin defiant prostitutes 
With worn-down heels and cheap rouge, 
And dirty babies 
Crawling around mud-holes 
Where grass once grew . . . 
Isn't it splendid that the railroad 
Splits the town so nicely . • • 
What would the North Side do 
Without 
East Street? 
-LOUISE DAUNER. 
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A Group of 
''Characters'' 
(The character is a literary form usu-
ally presenting a type, and most highly 
developed during the 17th century) . 
I 
He wishes to be considered un-
moved, as one who, having known 
emotion, prefers reason; in reality he 
is incapable of great feeling. He wears 
a perpetual slight smile and speaks 
slowly in a low, courteous tone. He 
extols tolerance, which to him is the 
belief that one man's opinion is as 
good as another's. His greatest pleas-
ure is in talking; and to his listeners 
he seems to solve all the problems of 
the world. In his relations with women 
he is a sort of Aristotelian God, for he 
oftens proves himself the Unmoved 
Mover. 
II 
She seizes your arm upon meeting 
you and never releases it until your 
departure. She asks, what do you 
know? Why haven't you phoned her? 
What shows have you seen? Have 
you any new clothes? Have you met 
any men? Do you know the words to 
"Spring Time and You"? Have you 
been to church lately? Then college 
has a bad effect upon you ! Her read-
ing consists chiefly of the Bible, news-
paper serials, religious treatises, and 
screen magazines. She goes often to 
church gatherings, where she meets 
tall young men with slick black hair 
and Ideals. Though she bestows her 
affection upon a dozen young men a 
year, calling each affair 'infatuation" 
when the next begins, she will not 
hear of your inconsistency to one. 
You love X--, though you may 
deny it even to yourself. She desires 
earnestly to be great: a dancer, a 
nurse, an actress, an evangelist, a 
singer, a millionaire's wife; yet her 
greatest accomplishment is a complete 
comparison of the views of Jane 
Jordan and Dorothy Dix. 
-ARLEEN WILSON. 
• • 
Great Aunt Tildy 
Great aunt Tildy remains the 
only living member of her very im-
mediate family, and so from her own 
house, goes about to visit the nieces 
and nephews, and great-nieces and 
great nephews, who are scattered 
around the country. She visits her 
niece, Leafa, and her great niece, 
June. At her constant insistence, be-
cause she wants to be "a help instead 
of a hindrance," she is finally allowed 
to preside over the dishpan after the 
evening meal. She fumbles here and 
there for pans, the soap chips , the 
chore boy. 
"You have to know houses,'' ex-
plains Aunt Tildy to June. "Yes sir, 
Junie, you have to get to know houses. 
Now at home I can find my way 
around in the dark, without scraping 
a chair or stirring the china dog by 
the door." She puts a dish in the dry-
ing rack without scalding and goes 
on splashing suds. 
"Wouldn't you rather dry than 
wash, Aunt Tildy?" says June, scald-
ing the dishes before Aunt Tildy's un-
noticing eyes. 
"As soon wash as dry," declares 
the old lady, "as soon wash as dry. 
Haven't been washing dishes much 
anymore, but I've been washing them 
a long time-since I was a little girl, 
and the oldest of the lot of us child-
ren. I'm not young now--eighty last 
March, but I can still wash 'em. My 
family ate their plates clean, but 
there's been a lot of folks come to my 
house that hasn't, and I've kind of 
got hardened to dishes clean or 
dirty." 
And June, drying the dishes and 
putting them away, looked at them 
curiously, as to her they became the 
musical monotony of great aunt Til-
dy's life. 
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The Cook 
The cook wears funny, thick black 
shoes with turned up toes, and has 
an annoyingly new black and white 
checkered patcl'i on one faded trous-
er leg. He is greasy, and overly com-
fortable with the waitresses. He en-: 
joys life thoroughly through self-ap-
preciation of his own humor and wit. 
He becomes over-irritable when too 
hot, or defied, and over-ingratiating 
when in a good humor. 
Through the Swinging Doors 
The nurse's office is a white place 
and a quietly busy one. Through the 
swinging doors at the left is a small 
resting room, with three cots, a lock-
er, a mirror, a small old-fashioned 
desk that is closed and locked, and a 
chair. Each narrow bed has a gray 
army blanket at its foot. This room is 
not entirely separate from the other, 
but is only partitioned off. While you 
lie in its remote nearness, you hear 
a murmur of voices from the other 
side of the wall, as the doctor and 
nurse welcome, advise, and admonish 
all comers. Occasionally another 
person stops momentarily in the 
rush of the day, and she, too, finds 
a resting place through the swing-
ing doors. And especially if it hap-
pens to be late in the day, a curi-
ous companionship springs up be-
tween the stranger and you, through 
your mutual weariness. 
-GENE SMITH. 
• • 
THE BIBED MAN 
Some say I'm lazy; don't know why. 
I rake and mow the Parson's lawn, 
And milk and clean old Betsy's sty. 
I take down screens when swnmer's 
gone, 
I'm powerful good at shuckin' corn, 
And mighty quick at cuttin' wood. 
Just 'cause I don't own any land 
Don't see why folks say I'm no good. 
Won't take a job, like brother Dan. 
This town jest needs a hired-man. 
-JANE MOORE. 
Good Crop 
Max Stuckey 
The sharp spiteful crack of a rifle 
stirred the peaceful little mountain 
town into a hubbub of excitement. 
The figure lay face down in the 
muddy street. The faded blue denims 
and ragged black coat were splashed 
with mud. The head and shoulders 
nestled deep in a large puddle. 
No one approached it. A few peo-
ple stood on the board walk and 
discussed the incident in whispers. 
One tall grey-bearded mountaineer 
nudged his companion. 
"I know'd hit would happen, Anse. 
Y ounguns always did stir up these 
old feuds. I heerd Mark Benton was 
goin' to kill th' kid. Mark never was 
a hand to say things he didn't mean." 
Anse shook his head. "This is one 
time Mark bit off mor'n he kin chew. 
Thet kid's brother, Tait, is th' pizen-
est man in Pine Mountain country. 
Mark my word, this little fuss Mark 
started is goin' to end by Mark bein' 
laid right beside his pappy over there 
in the churchyard." 
The grey-beard disagreed violently. 
"Mark's a smart boy. He'll have Tait 
under the Laurel before the first 
snow.'' 
The argument grew more and more 
bitter. 
"I'll bet my tobaccy crop agin 
your'n thet Mark gits Tait before 
spring," sputtered Big Dan, the tall 
grey-beard. 
Anse nodded his head. They shook 
hands. 
Fall came. Other men had paid 
with their lives in the fa~ily war 
Mark Benton had precipitated, but 
Tait and he were still treading the 
twisty clay mountain paths. Some day 
they would meet. One would see the 
other first and that other one would 
never know. That is the way most 
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quarrels ended in Pinc Mountain's 
lofty ridges. 
Big Dan stored his tobacco crop in 
the rickety log barn to dry. It was a 
fine crop. The leaves were big and 
brown, and silky. Crops like that did 
not happen very often. 
The short autumn days flew swift-
ly, leaves began to fall. The moun-
tains were shedding their gaudy fall 
dress for their white winter overcoats. 
On this day a heavy rain was fall-
iing-a rain that was cold and hard, 
nearly sleet. Big Dan was two miles 
from home. He cursed and clutched 
his rifle tightly as he slipped and slid 
in the sticky red clay. 
Suddenly he stopped. 
From just ahead there came the 
sharp crash of a rifle. The echo rolled 
back from the ridgetop. 
Big Dan left the path. He picked 
his way in a wide circle through the 
dense underbrush. He paused every 
few moments to listen. People didn't 
shoot on days like that unless they 
were after big game. 
A few moments later he stood hid-
den at the top of the winding path. 
His sharp grey eyes caught a move-
ment down below. 
He finally picked out a man lying 
on the pathway. A yard or so above 
him lay a big black hat. Even from 
where he stood Big Dan could see 
the large holes a few inches above the 
brim. Big Dan gasped. The man be-
low him was Tait. 
Tait was watching something up 
the hill side. Big Dan couldn't see 
anyone but he sensed that it must be 
Mark Benton. Mark shouldn't have 
missed that first shot. 
Suddenly Tait moved. His rifle 
crashed loudly. 
The old mountaineer gasped. From 
a spot directly below him a form came 
tumbling from behind a tree. That 
twisted grotesque shape could not 
harbor lif c. 
Tait fired once more into the hud .. 
dle of black that had lodged in a 
clump of sumach. Smoke still curled 
from his rifle as he walked a pace or 
two forward and stooped for the 
black hat. 
Big Dan raised his rifle. He poked 
it between the low hanging limbs of 
an oak. For a second his eyes trav-
eled over the long barrel. He pulled 
the trigger. 
Rain beat into the open hat, filled 
the crown, and ran out through the 
big holes close to the brim just inches 
from the still hand that reached for it. 
Big Dan clumped into his cabin. He 
warmed his hands at the fire. He 
cleaned the last trace of dirt from the 
rifle barrel. 
He sat thinking for a while. Sud-
denly he muttered, "Hit was too good 
a crop to waste on a killer." 
• • 
SAND CASTLES 
Today 
I built my castles 
On the sand. 
The tide came in 
And the sky was gray. 
The waves 
Swooped and roared 
And crashed and surged 
And overwhelmed my castles. 
Soon 
Only a shapeless mass 
Lay sodden on the beach. 
But 
Although I know 
That ever the waves return, 
That ever 
The pounding hoofs 
Of the foam-flecked sea horses 
Rush to destroy, 
I shall build my castles 
Again. 
Tomorrow. 
-LOUISE DAUNER. 
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DAYS 
If I could hold back the crowd of pale-faced days 
Ready to spring into rosy bloom at every dawn! 
If could keep them from pushing me 
With thin palms against my back. They shove me 
They shout, they glare 
How dare I plant 
My feet and try 
To halt their pace? 
You'll wait, I say, you shall not go! 
I'll stop the mob! I will! But no 
The frenzied crowd 
Insane and mad 
Cries out, we go! 
We go! 
They elbow past in drunken reel 
And stream by faster heel on heel! 
I cannot stop 
The mad day's gait! 
They will not halt; 
They will not wait! 
-MARTHA ROSE SCO'l.'T. 
BLEMISH 
That day in the country, I remember, 
We climbed the fence by old Bill's place to get 
The yellow apples lying in the grass. 
I filled my hat and then you gave me yours 
And we searched carefully for whole, round fruit 
on! 
Not pecked by birds or flecked with small brown spots. 
Bill had gone for the day-taken his wife 
To town, you said-and so I reached above 
To snap an apple from its stem, though what 
We had was good enough, and more than we 
Could eat. I thought that you would smile and say 
It wouldn't hurt old Bill to lose a few-
What had we climbed the fence for, anyhow. 
But you only turned away to another tree 
As if you believed the apples underneath 
Might be better there, or might be more. 
I remember still how the grasses switched 
About your feet as you walked, and how straight, 
How very .straight, your shoulders seemed. 
"It isn't old Bill," I thought, and the firm, 
Warm apple in my hand slipped from my grasp. 
-LOUISE GARRIGUS. 
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GO! 
I'll sing my songs into the teeth of all the winds, 
And shake my fist at the tossing tops of trees, 
Confront the ominous skies with a lifting heart, 
And the rains shall keep me safe from the howling horde. 
All my seeking for peace has been in vain; 
I have never known surcease (or almost never) from pain 
Except when driving winds and driving rains 
Have offered me their peace-indifferently. 
In lands where I have been Nature has 
No word to mean voluptuousness-or needs it; 
But cold and hard, and yielding not one inch, 
She offers hope to him who needs and seeks: 
He seeks for rest, and seeks not long in vain, 
Who swears at men and leaves them, with their pain-
And his-to sine with winds, be blown with trees. 
-FREDERIC WINTER. 
BEYOND WATERS 
Voices out of a night that cry 
Low with murmuring, whisper, listen 
To the wild song of a wounded bird 
Flying in wind with wings that glisten: 
Deafen your ears to this furious music, 
Be casuai to songs along the shore, 
For under this throbbing throat is torture, 
And only a cry you've heard before. 
Conceal your wild heart, for down by the river 
Are strangled reeds that twist in the mud. 
The road is long, the way is endless 
Tainted with futile drops of blood. 
-CHRISTIE RUDOLPH. 
CLASSICISM AND ROMANTICISM 
The cold, sepulchral glare 
Of sulphur candle flare 
Brings not half so much light 
In winter-night 
>J 
A few quick rays of sun 
Which break through the dark, dun 
And dreary clouds, and come 
In February. 
-J"ANE BEURET 
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Mary Of Scotland 
Georgia Mae Foster 
(The immediate interest in Helen Hayes' performance of Mary of Scotland 
makes the appearance of this paper pal' ticularly timely and valuable). 
To be a legend in one's own coun- ground and setting of the drama 
try is an honor which comes to very which Queen Mary lived, it is neces-
few women, but to be a subject of sary to know Scotland in its political 
controversy for three centuries was and religious aspects, its relation with 
the fate of Mary, Queen of Scotland. England and England's queen, Eliza-
Was she the violent, over-indulgent beth. 
woman who . while in love with an-
other man could calmly plan to 
murder her husband? Was she 
ambitious and so greedy for power 
that she over-reached herself? Was 
she so steeped in the pageantry of 
the Roman church that she could tol-
erate no other religion-? Or, was she 
brave and energetic, pursued by dis-
aster? Whatever the motive behind 
her actions, historians have found 
much to say on this subject. As 
Elizabeth says in Mary of Scotland, 
"Child, child, are you gulled 
By what men write in histories, this 
or that 
And. never true? I am careful of my 
name 
As you are, for this day and longer. 
It's not what happens 
That matters, no, not what happens 
. that's true, 
But what men believe to have hap-
pened. "1 
"What men believe to have hap-
pened" to Marv of Scotland is varied. 
There are some who believe that had 
modern methods of detection been ap-
plied to the various crimes laid at her 
door. she would have been clearly 
vindicated. There are others who see 
her only as a murderess and wanton. 
Which was she? Against the wild 
chaos of Scotland she played her part 
and left the novelist. the historian, and 
the playwright her heroic vitality and 
spirit to do with as they saw fit. 
To understand clearly the baek-
21 
Mary became Queen of Scotland 
amid.st a religious conflict whiCh 
seethed over all Europe. England 
and France both were eager to gain 
an alliance with Scotland, England 
being Protestant while France was 
definitelv Roman Catholic. Scotland, 
like Gaul, was divided-in two parts, 
Protestant and Catholic. The Pro-
testant movement seemed to strike a 
responsive spark in the breasts of the 
Scottish people as there was some-
thing in it of the harsh mountains 
and moors of their country. Perhaps 
without John Knox, its fiery, fanatic 
leader, Calvinism would have spread 
over the land. as it was popular not 
only with the middle-class but with 
the hard-living, hard-riding noblemen 
as well; but with him to guide it, it 
soon became a widespread fear in the 
hearts of the Roman adherents. 
Into these mad, fantastic religious 
controversies came the young Queen, 
fresh from the pageantries and artifi-
cialities of French court life. 
Scotland was likewise seething po-
litically. The government was in the 
hands of a few nobles who were re-
gents while the young queen was un-
der age. So "armed neutrality" might 
have been said to be the form of gov-
ernment. 
When Mary was but a baby, an 
alliance had been sought with Prince 
Edward. afterwards Edward VI of 
England. This did not materialize 
for Mary of Guise (Mary's mother) 
had other plans which would further 
her own ambitions towards the throne 
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of France. No alliance with Protest-
ant England was to unite the two 
countries. Instead, the little queen 
was sent to France to be grounded 
in the Roman Catholic faith and edu~ 
cated for the exalted position of 
Queen of France, and Scotland, and 
perhaps of England also. 
During the ten years that Mary 
lived in France, English ambassadors 
were sent to try to prevent the in-
evitable marriage of the Queen of 
Scotland to the heir to the French 
throne. At one time, so the story 
goes, an attempt was made to poison 
the young queen, a fitting example of 
the malevolent forces which tried to 
stem Mary's career.2 In spite of all 
the efforts of the opposing faction, 
and due to the tireless work and in-
numerable promises of Mary Guise, 
Mary Stuart was married to Francis, 
Daulphin of France, in 1558. 
Meanwhile in England, the reign 
of Mary Tudor had come to a bloody 
end and Elizabeth became Queen, 
thus bringing again the old question 
of her legitimacy. According to the 
Roman church, Henry VIII could not 
divorce Catherine of Aragon and 
marry Ann Boleyn.3 If Elizabeth was 
not the lawful daughter of the much-
married Henry, then Mary, daughter 
of James VI of Scotland, and great-
grand-daughter of Henry VII of Eng-
land, was the next in line. 
When the Queen of Scots proudly 
had the arms of England embroidered 
on her banners with the heraldic sym-
bols of Scotland and France, there 
were many who thought it was right-
fully there. Thus, Mary at the very 
beginning of her career won the 
enmity of Elizabeth who carefully, 
step by step, planned her ultimate 
downfall.4 
The King of France died and Fran-
cis and Mary became King and Queen 
of France with all the pageantry of 
medieval splendor. This splendor was 
short-lived as fourteen months later 
Francis died of a septic ear5 fol-
lowing an injury he received in a 
tournament. Mary, realizing that she 
was an unwelcome guest in France, 
and after an unsuccessful attempt to 
marry the Spanish heir, found no 
alternative but to go home to Scot-
land. 
As she watched the receding shores 
of France. she must have reviewed 
her life of gayety, the pomp and ex-
travagance of the court, and must 
have hoped that life would not be 
too hard in the harsh, cold country 
which she called her own. When 
Mary asked Elizabeth for a passport 
to cross Engfand, was it to attract 
Catholic followers to her picturesque 
procession? When Elizabeth refused 
it. was this an acknowledgment that 
Mary was her rival? 
Elizabeth won this first scrimmage 
in her long battle with Mary which, 
although under cover most of the 
time. was none the less deadly. 
When Mary had left Scotland, it 
had been a land of monarchy, but 
when she returned, she found it a 
religfous republic. A year before her 
return the Roman Catholic religion 
had been abolished; alt churches had 
been destroyed and the priests driven 
from the ·country. We find the 
Roman Catholic Queen returning to 
a Protestant country, but she trusted 
her own personal charm and men~l 
irifts to see her through the conflict. 
She fitled her court with Protestant 
advisers and adopted a policy of 
peaceful arbitration. She hoped to 
win the respect of her people and so 
have more power to change that 
which she disapproved and to force 
reforms upon tliem. 
Mary. at this time, wished the 
strength of a foreign power to aid in 
her governing. All such plans were 
useless as Catherine of Merci (mother 
of Francis II) and Elizabeth were 
combined against such alliances. Mary 
had no choice but to ally herself with 
an Englishman of Elizabeth's choos-
ing.6 
There was Lord Darnley, connect-
ed with both her houses, and there 
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was the Scotch noble, Bothwell. Ad-
vised by Riccio, her Italian secretary, 
Mary decided that the Lord Darnley 
was the most desirable of all her 
suitors. He had charm, a claim to 
the English throne, and was a Roman 
Catholic. The Queen hoped by this 
marriage to ally all the Roman Cath-
olics in England and Scotland and 
also strengthen her claim to the 
throne. 
In July, 1565, Mary was married to 
Lord Darnley. Elizabeth was seem-
ingly furious because Mary had dis-
regarded her wishes, although it is 
believed that Elizabeth had worked 
toward this end, realizing that the 
only thing Mary would gain by this 
marriage was a weakling husbandwho 
would be a great hindrance to her 
ambitions.7 
Again Elizabeth scored, for it was 
not many weeks after the marriage 
until the Queen realized her grave 
mistake. Darnley was weak, self-
willed, and very jealous of Mary. 
Moray, the Queen's half-brother, and 
Maitland, leaders of the Lords of the 
Congregations who had been banished 
from the court when they protested 
against the marriage, were most anxi-
ous to avenge themselves. They 
whispered into the willing- ears of 
Darnley tales about his wife and her 
Italian secretary, Riccio. Darnley, 
already envious of the position that 
Riccio held as chief adviser of the 
Queen, disliked the little Italian all 
the more and. with the aid of the 
Prot~stant nobles, olanned and carried 
out the murder of the Italian. 
The Queen was seated at supper 
with her ladies when the murder took 
place. Helpless in the grip of the 
burly Scotchmen, the little Italian 
sought protection behind the Queen's 
person. Dragged out and murdered, 
Riccio left a story behind him that 
is the source of many discussions. 
Was he Mary's lover? Was Mary's 
feeling toward Riccio only friendship 
and gratitude for his understanding? 
Whatever it might be, Lord Darnley 
only succeeded in hastening the 
Queen's doom, for then Mary was 
held prisoner in Holyrood. Scotland's 
Queen was in a plight known only 
to heroines of romance. Baffled and 
grieved by the gruesome murder, she 
mastered herself, swore vengeance,9 
and looked around for a way of 
escape. 
Realizing that Darnley was only 
an instrument in the hands of more 
powerful leaders, she also knew that 
the next thing to do was to win him 
to her cause, for she was soon to 
give to the world an heir to the 
Scottish throne. 
It was an easy task to impress 
Darnley that he had been in the 
wrong. and together they fled to 
Dunbar Castle, where Bothwell and 
Huntley joined her forces. After the 
birth of her son, Mary severed all 
civilities with Darnley. The breach 
between them became more apparent 
when Darnley, realizing his position, 
was always in a rage. It was during 
this time that scandalous tales were 
told about Marv and Bothwell which 
have no authenticity whatsoever.lo 
Since Riccio's death Mary had ap-
pointed Maitland as her adviser. 
Months went by and this weakling 
husband of Mary's stood in the way 
of her political success. A group ot 
her councilors with Maitland as 
spokesman proposed the plan of be-
ing rid of Darnley. But Mary in-
stantly insisted "that nothing should 
be done whereby any spot might be 
laid to her honour and conscience."11 
When Darnley was reported to be 
ill in Glasgow, Mary went immediate-
ly to attend him and bring him back 
to Edinburgh. Mary had no idea how 
set her councilors were in their deci-
sion to be rid of Darnley. 
Since the place he was staying was 
considered unhealthful , Mary wished 
to move Darnley to Craignillar Castle, 
but Darnley expressed the desire to 
be moved to Kirk O'Field. Although 
many critics and contemporaries 
write about the unworthiness of this 
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house, and its deserted locality as 
being a most desirable place for the 
destruction of Darnley, it can be 
said that Darnley never made any 
complaints and he liked the seclusion 
of the place, for smallpox had left its 
mark.12 
There is also the story that while 
on the journey Mary corresponded 
with Bothwell and Maitland who ad-
vised her to move Darnley to Kirk 
O'Field where they would have ev-
erything in readiness. 
Some of Mary's historians 13 claim 
that she was aware of the plot to 
murder her husband and that a cele-
hration was planned to take her away 
so that she might not be implicated; 
others say that she was innocent of 
all knowledge and went to the party 
only because she wished to honor 
one who had been of service to 
her.14 
At two o'clock in the morning an 
explosion occurred which awakened 
the whole countryside. Kirk O'Field 
had been entirely demolished. The 
bodies of Darnley aIJd his servant 
were found some distance from the 
house. Such was the outcome of the 
bond which had been signed by Both-
well, Huntley and Belfour at Craig-
nillar Castle. 
Behind her mourning drapes Mary 
tried to assemble her jumbled 
thoughts. She knew she would be 
blamed, for had she not brought 
Darnley to the very house? She had 
been an innocent decoy. She knew 
she would be seen only as the scarlet 
woman of the Roman faith, the mur-
deress, the light-minded creature who 
adored music and dancing.15 
The Queen received letters from 
the archbishop of Glasgow and from 
Elizabeth, advising her to find the 
guilty persons and deal with them 
mercilessly, in order to stop talk im-
plicating her. 
The Catholic following was much 
weakened by all this. These trials and 
tribulations were looked upon as the 
revenge for Riccio's death., 
Rumor had already accused Both-
well of the crime. If Bothwell had 
committed this crime, he would have 
to · be brought to justice, but if he 
were sentenced, who would be left 
to fight for her? Mary knew all the 
other lords as traitors who only 
stood for her cause when it was to 
their advantage. The investigation of 
the crime was left to Darnley's father, 
the Earl of Lennox, who, half crazy 
with grief, thought only of venge-
ance. Bothwell and his followers 
were named and a day was set for 
the trial. On the appointed day, 
Bothwell and his armed men ap-
peared in town with su~h an array 
of force that Lennox was fearful for 
his life and stayed at home. So 
great was the Lord Bothwell's power 
that a mock trial was enacted in 
which he was declared not guilty. 
That night Bothwell gave a ban-
quet. Of all the lords invited, none 
dared refuse ! When they were all 
loose-witted from too much wine, 
Bothwell produced a document for 
them to sign stating that they and 
their families would stand by his 
cause, and that they consented to a 
marriage between the Queen and him-
self. 
Moray the ambitious looked upon 
these proceedings with much interest 
for he knew if Bothwell married the 
Queen, the people would rise up 
against Bothwell and in doing so de-
throne her. 
One day while Mary was riding 
with a group of nobles, she was sur-
rounded by a troop of Bothwell's 
men and taken prisoner to Dunbar 
Castle. There he forced her to be-
lieve that together they could rule 
Scotland successfully. The document 
with the lords' signatures helped his 
cause.16 
Even though Mary's name was 
never cleared of her connection with 
the Darnley plot, she was to add 
more to her tragic story by marrying 
Bothwell, the man who was the 
acknowleoged murderer of her bus-
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band. Meville, a Scottish noble, pre-
sented the Queen with letters from 
her people warning her against such 
a marriage. In spite of these numer-
ous warnings Mary was married by a 
Protestant minister to the Earl of 
Bothwell after he had obtained a di-
vorce from his wife. 
The forced marriage after the 
forced visit to Dunbar Castle has 
opened many suppositions. Was it all 
done with the consent of Mary in 
order to account to the people for 
her hasty marriage ?17 
If Mary and Bothwell were the 
lovers that history proclaims them, 
they were only granted a very short 
time of happiness, for immediately 
after the ceremony the Scottish nobles 
made it very apparent that they were 
against Bothwell. Mary and Bothwell 
were now absolute rulers but they 
had no one to rule but their servants. 
They tried to raise forces against 
Maitland and his followers, but they 
soon learned that the Protestant cere-
mony had been the means of dimin-
ishing Mary's Catholic following to a 
very small number. 
Bothwell's army was defeated and 
Mary was taken prisoner. Bothwell 
fled northward, sailed to Norway, re-
visited an old love, Ann Thorssen, 
settled in Copenhagen and sat down 
to write his memoirs.ls 
Mary was imprisoned at Lockleven, 
the gloomy castle-stronghold of the 
Douglas family. Many times Moray 
came to see her in order to persuade 
her to sign a bond abdicating her 
throne to her youthful son, Jam es. 
She finally consented with reserva-
tions in her own mind to change all 
this when free, and signed the bond. 
Her son was crowned King of Scot-
land, but still Mary remained in 
prison. 
In April, 1568, with the help of 
George and Willie Douglas, Mary 
escaped from Lochleven and again 
attempted to mobilize an army to 
fight against Maitland and Moray, in 
order to gain back her kingdom. 
Although Mary's army was greater 
in numbers, the lack of good leader-
ship caused her to lose the battle 
which took place shortly after her 
escape. The only alternative left w~s 
to flee from Scotland. Mary decided 
to go to her "dear" cousin Elizabeth 
for help. Elizabeth had written many 
comforting letters offering help and 
friendship while Mary was imprisoned 
at Lochleven. 
On May 16, 1568, Mary landed at 
Cumberland with her little party, 
George and Willie Douglas. When 
Elizabeth received word of Mary's 
arrival her first impulse was to wel-
come her as was her due, as Mary 
Stuart, Queen of Scotland, in her 
own right; but Sir William Cecil, 
Elizabeth's head councilor, realizing 
the danger of Mary's presence in Eng· 
land, vetoed this plan. In order to 
cover up her lack of welcome, Eliza-
beth wrote to Mary explaining that 
she, Mary, could not be accepted in 
court until her name was cleared of 
the charge involving her in the mur-
der of Lord Darnley. 
Whereupon a trial was held to 
prove whether Mary was innocent or 
guilty. The "Casket letters" were 
presented by Maitland as proof 
against Mary. The authenticity of 
these Casket Letters has been the 
subject of almost unexampled contro-
versy. Numerous volumes have been 
written to prove they were forgeries. 
Many historians19 have spent years 
sifting the evidence and have come 
to the conclusion that they must have 
been forgeries. Their reasons are : 
( 1) The Casket Letters were sent to 
England a year after their discovery 
and were in a Scotch translation, not 
the original French. A messenger 
was sent to England with these 
Scotch translations and with a mes-
sage to Queen Elizabeth asking if the 
French originals were produced, 
would they be sufficient evidence 
against Mary? What was the reason 
of sending translations if the French 
originals could have been sent? 
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The hypothesis of the Scotch trans-
lations has been explained satisfac-
torily to some historians in this way. 
The Scotch nobles sent the Scotch 
translations to England, and if Queen 
Elizabeth did not regard this as con-
demning evidence enough, they would 
take the trouble to translate the let-
ters into French and while doing so 
to add more incriminating touches. 
(2) The similarity between the 
Glasgow Letter and the Crawford' _; 
Disposition is a fact that needs ex-
plaining. 
The Crawford Disposition is a writ-
ten account of a conversation which 
had taken place between Mary and 
Darnley. Crawford, a servant of 
Darnley, was supposed to have an 
exact reproduction of the conversa-
tion. The Glasgow Letter was one 
which Mary was supposed to have 
written to Bothwell informing him of 
the same conversation. The exact 
similarity in phrasing is so apparent 
that it seems impossible for two peo-
ple making a report of the same con-
versation to have written two such 
identical letters. It is believed that 
the two accounts were written by the 
same persons and that Mary's Glas-
gow l~tter was forged and was based 
on the Crawford Disposition. This is 
Andrew Lang's argument and solu-
tion to this intrigue. 
T. F. Henderson believed that the 
Glasgow Letter was authentic enough 
in the original but incriminating evi-
dence had been added to it, and then 
the Crawford Disposition was copied 
from it. It is known that Crawford 
did see the Glasgow Letter before he 
wrote his Disposition and probably 
refreshed his memory by doing so. 
If this be true, this fact would cancel 
all incriminating evidence against 
Mary. 
(3) When Mary was imprisoned 
in Lockleven her followers increased 
in great numbers, so much so that it 
gave cause for the lords to question 
the stability of their positions. If 
they really possessed the Casket Let-
ters (they were supposed to have 
been found a year before they were 
used at the trial), why did they not 
publish them, and put this evidence 
before the people of Scotland to prove 
Mary's guilt? This would have 
stamped out the increasing number of 
Mary's loyal followers. 
( 4) When the contents of the 
Casket Letters were first known, 
Lords Sanquhor and Tullibardina 
were there and heard what was said. 
Later their names appeared on the 
bond for securing Mary's release from 
Lochleven; the evidence, therefore, 
culled against Mary from the Casket 
Letters could not have been so very 
bad. 
(S) The original Glasgow Letter 
was never seen by anyone but the 
Lords and Elizabeth's commissioner 
and the Council. It has never been 
seen since it was returned to Moray. 
(6) No copy of the original French 
Glasgow letter has ever been pub-
lished. 
(7) Kirkcaldy of Grange known as 
the "flower of chivalry" deserted the 
Scottish lords and went over to the 
Queen's side when he learned that the 
Casket Letters were to be used 
against her. 
(8) The confession of all the re-
tainers of Bothwell excluded Mary 
from any connection with the murder 
of Darnley. Nicholas Hubert, who 
was alleged to have carried the Glas-
gow Letter, at the time of his execu-
tion stated that he would answer to 
God that he never carried any such 
letter, and that the Queen was not a 
participant in the affair. 
(9) There is no other writing by 
Mary which throws the least doubt 
upon her innocence of complicity 
in or knowledge of Darnley's murder. 
(10) Bothwell in his declaration to 
the King of Denmark stated on oath 
that the Queen was altogether inno-
cent and knew nothing of the murder. 
According to Sinclair's manuscript 
"History of Scotland" which was 
written at the time, Bothwell swore 
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to this effect at his death and several 
times before. 
Last of all, it must be kept in mind 
that this special group of Scottish 
noblemen who were working against 
Mary were fighting for their own 
lives. If Mary was not silenced, she 
would be allowed an interview with 
Queen Elizabeth ; then she would be 
able to tell how these same lords 
were involved in Darnley's murder 
and how they had sworn to the in-
nocence of Bothwell before Mary was 
married to him.H 
After the evidence of the letters 
had been presented at this trial. 
which English commissioners had no 
jurisdiction to hold over her, Mary 
was invited to answer. Her answer 
was to withdraw her commissioners. 
This seemed high-handed, but was 
really justified as her accusers had 
all been guilty of the crime of which 
she was being accused. Judgment 
was given in January. Nothing was 
proved against Mary, but the Casket 
forgeries had been very useful in 
blackening her character.21 
Mary was for nineteen years a pris-
oner in England. The ultimate un-
kindness of Elizabeth has been gen-
era:lly excused by implying that for 
years Mary was a menace to the 
peace of England. There is little 
doubt that while in England she did 
try by conspiracy to obtain her free-
dom, better her condition by mar-
riage, provoke the invasion of Eng-
land by a foreign power, and in many 
ways annoy her cousin. But it must 
be remembered that the English 
Queen had no right to keep her in 
confinement when Mary had taken 
sanctuary in her country. It has been 
argued that while Elizabeth was hold-
ing Mary in England, she was spend-
ing at least four thousand pounds a 
year on her, Mary's, household.!% 
Mary, according to the same author-
ity, was allowed much freedom of 
action; she hunted, rode -after the 
hounds, was allowed a Catholic priest 
to attend her spiritual needs, and 
given every care possible.2• Other 
authorities24 contend that most of 
the nineteen years, Mary spent in 
Tit bury, a draughty manor-house 
with little, if any sanitary provisions, 
and there suffered quite often with 
rheumatism. It is needless to go 
into the details of her daily life, her 
negotiations with foreign powers, her 
tireless efforts to secure her freedom. 
Sufficient it is to say her vitality 
never allowed her to give up hope for 
the ultimate victory of her cause. One 
writer describes her as "sick but 
proud, weak, determined, closely kept 
but very ambitious, struggling cease-
lessly in a complicated and tenacious 
net."20 
The Babington plot was the turn-
ing point. It is generally believed 
that Walsingham was aware of the 
details of this plot. It was intended 
to liberate Mary, foment a Catholic 
rising, and murder Elizabeth. Bab-
ington was a young -enthusiast who 
with over-confidence and impractic-
able schemes ruined her. For, of 
course, all communications were in-
tercepted and Mary was carried to 
Fotheringay Castle and three weeks 
later was tried for her part in the 
plot. 
Mary conducted her own defense. 
She asserted her status as an inde-
pendent soverign and insisted that 
Elizabeth had no jurisdiction over 
her. She accused Walsingham of 
forgery; in fact, she held her accusers 
off. Later, when at her insistence, 
the commissioners met in the Star 
Chamber, with but one dissenting 
voice, Mary was judged gujlty and 
sentenced to die. 
The story of the next three months 
is Elizabeth's more than Mary's for 
one can not help but sympathize 
with her honest distress. For when 
every other devise to have Mary 
privately killed, failed, she signed the 
death warrant which ended the long 
duel of the two queens. 
On February 8, 1587, after writing 
and saying farewell to many follow-
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ers, and dividing her money and jew-
els among her ladies, Mary mounted 
the scaffold and at last found peace 
after her many struggles. 
In reviewing Mary's life calmly it 
is possible to draw a few conclusions 
which have no controversial charac-
ter. Mary, given a country normal 
and willing to be ruled, would have 
made an excellent sovereign. Wit-
ness her first few years in her own 
kingdom, when there was peace in 
Scotland. She was fair and straight-
forward in her dealings with her sub-
jects in the matter of religion. She 
devoutly believed in the Roman 
church, but was willing that those 
who found pleasure in Calvinistic be-
liefs be free to save their souls in this 
bleak way. A willful gayety made 
her often misunderstood by her peo-
ple. Mary's rugged Scotch spirit 
with her French training made her 
tenacious in holding on to that which 
was hers. One can not always ad-
mire her judgment but under condi-
tions such as she had to endure, one 
can hardly condemn. She possessed 
a vitality which would never sur-
render, a spirit which would not be 
quenched,and which was the source of 
her tragedy, and the power to "trouble 
the ages with thoughts that will not 
be sti'lled."26 
After all, beauty and queenliness 
and tragedy do not make a legend of 
themselves. Only a more than com-
mon personality filled with this 
heroic quality can be remembered 
through the ages. It seems that this 
abundance of personality must sur-
vive from century to century, filling 
men's minds with its tragedy, and 
that the legend of Mary of Scotland 
has taken on some of Scotland's vigor 
and some of its mysticism; to have 
become, in fact, a very part of itself. 
• • 
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FRESHMAN BONERS 
Miracle plays were about saints and 
virg-ins with elaborate settings. 
(Sir Edward) Dante is a writer of 
the 16th century who wrote the Count 
ol Monte Cristo. 
Tamburlaine is a musical instru-
ment which was used to accompany 
the lyrics and songs written in the 
16th century. 
Question: Identify Holyhead. 
Answer: At this time people were 
divided into two classes. the round 
heads. and the holy heads. 
Milton has accomplished the dirtv 
work by writing Paradise Lost. He 
has done remarkablv welt by having 
1)art of this good. Some day another 
wilt write a hook on the same subject 
using Milton's bases and it wilt be 
good. 
Petrarch was a poet who expanded 
the depressed lover to his esteemed 
ladv in 14 line sonnet form. 
Shakespeare was serious. He also 
had reflexibility. 
Saga: a old wise man. 
It was a success through' the iron 
hand of Shakespeare. 
Morte de Author was the story 
written about the Life of Author from 
beginning to end and the author was 
Malory. 
The five University Wits made the 
last stage of develoriment that reallv 
set the stage for Shakespeare when he 
arrived on the scene. · -
The cook liked to eat garlic and 
drink rotten wine. 
The University Wits were great 
adders to the drama. ' · · 
Maggie Lawns 
'Irvin Caplin 
More than ten years ago, when I 
first became conscious of things about 
me and remembered happenings from 
one day to the next, tales about Mag-
gie Lawns were fixed in my memory. 
Maggie Lawns lived in a one room 
shack which stood in the center of 
the lot later named after her. No 
one remembered when she first came 
to live there. No one knew where 
she came from. She never worked, 
and yet she always had enough 
money to pay the corner grocer. This 
was all that was known about her. 
Weird stories concerning Maggie 
Lawns circulated in our neighbor-
hood. Some said that she was more 
than two hundred years old. Others 
said that she was a witch and asso-
ciated with the devil. Since she al-
ways paid her bills, many thought her 
an immortal who had come to this 
world disguised as the ugly old wo-
man that she was. She was blamed 
for every misfortune that took place. 
There were many who sug-gested that 
she be driven from the neighborhood, 
but there were none who were wilt-
ing to do the driving. She was a 
topic of discussion at every com-
munity gathering, from the meeting 
of our Rinky-Dinks to the meeting 
of the Women's Sewing Society. 
I was returning from a meeting of 
the Rinky-Dinks one summer night 
after an entire evening spent gossip-
ing about Maggie Lawns. She had 
been pictured as the most wicked and 
the ugliest woman alive, and now I 
must pass her lot in order to reach 
my home. 
As I neared the lot, I could see the 
one-room shack which was made vis-
ible by a foll moon overhead. The 
shack was dimly lighted, and I could 
hear· what seemed to be the meowing 
.,of a thousand cats. I lowered my 
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head and ran as fast as I could to-
ward home. 
"Crasn !" I had bumped into Mag-
gie Lawns herself! I stared into her 
face. Her forehead and eyes were 
covered with strands of grey hair. 
Those eyes I They seemed black in 
the moonlight. On her head she 
wore a large nondescript black hat. 
Between her teeth she held a corn-
cob pipe. Her face was covered with 
wrinkles which deepened about her 
mouth. But those eyes! I could not 
look away. I stood helplessly star-
ing up into them. 
Then, with a coarse laugh, she took 
my hand in hers and pulled me to-
ward the shack. Her hand felt warm 
against mine, and the many wrinkles 
I felt on it reminded me of a chick-
en's skin. Although the night was 
warm, I shivered. I became aware 
of the meowing again as we ap-
proached the shack. Maggie Lawns 
opened the door. It creaked on its 
hinges. As we entered, I saw cats. 
I saw cats everywhere. Grey cats t 
Black cats! Striped cats! Spotted 
cats! Yellow cats! One, two, three, 
four, five, six, seven, eight, ninC"-
seventeen cats in all. 
Maggie Lawns brought me out of 
my daze by directing me to sit on 
her bed. It was then that I noticed 
the remainder of the room. The bed 
was pushed against the wall. It was 
covered with dirty, worn sheets, and 
felt extremely hard when I sat down. 
In the center of the room stood a 
small table which was bare, and upon 
it stood a dimly lighted kerosene 
lamp. Maggie seated herself beside 
this table in an old worn easy-chair. 
Many of the boards of the bare floor 
were broken. There was no other 
furniture in the room ; yet it seemed 
crowded. The entire shack seemed 
made up of broken boards, a bed, a 
table, a lamp, a chair, and seventeen 
cats. 
Maggie Lawns began to pet a 
large black cat which had jumped 
upon the table. She seemed to have 
forgotten completely about me. She 
began to mumble. 
"I suppose people think I was al-
ways old and ugly," she was saying. 
"Well, I was young once and married 
to a rich man . . . " She stopped 
and glanced over at me. "Oh, what 
does a child know about life?" she 
added with a shrug. I can still see 
her as she sat stroking that black cat. 
She glanced at me again. Then 
she rose from her chair and beckoned 
to me. As I came to her, she reached 
into a worn purse and took out a 
nickel. She placed the nickel in my 
hand, and again I thought of a 
chicken's skin when she touched me. 
She led me to the door and told me 
to be a good boy. 
I ran home to relate breathlessly 
my story. Everyone in the neighbor-
hood knew of my adventure by morn-
ing and much speculation concerning 
the identity of Maggie Lawns fol-
lowed. A rich noblewoman? A 
princess? Some safd she must have 
been a queen. 
From all this came the rumor that 
Maggie Lawns had a treasure which 
she had hidden somewhere on the lot. 
This rumor became a legend, and the 
fact that it began as a rumor was 
soon forgotten. 
Six months after my adventure, 
Maggie Lawns died. The usual gos-
~ip could be heard everywhere. She 
would go to Heaven! She would 
certainly go to the devil! Even the 
devil w.ould not accept her. Be that 
a!'l it may. the sidewalks were crowd-
ed with ·curious people when a team 
of horse!'l drawinl?' a wagon came to 
get her body. She was placed in a 
plain black casket and shoved into the 
wae-on. As the horses pulled her 
body away, seventeen cats followed 
the slowly moving wagon. 
But MaJ?"gie Lawns was not for-
gotten. The lot upon which her 
home once stood was named after 
her. 
There was careful search for the 
treasure which might lie hidden some-
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where on the lot. Maggie Lawns• 
shack was torn to pieces. Every 
square inch of ground was examined, 
but nothing was found. 
Later, the lot was used as the gen-
eral meeting ground for the Rinky-
Dinks. All out-door sports were cen-
tered about Maggie Lawns. All con-
gregating took place there. In the 
winter it was the scene of huge bon-
fires. There was never a dull mo-
ment at Maggie Lawns. Someone 
was always there. Maybe there was 
a fig-ht. Usually a baseball or a foot-
ball g-ame was in progress. Some-
times, there was a game of dice. The 
first place any boy in the neiirhbor-
hood went after school, after lunch, 
after supper, was to Mag-gie Lawns. 
For almost five years Mag-g-ie 
Lawns remained the center of activi-
ty. Then a new lot, much larger and 
not so far away, was found. Gradu-
ally it became what it is today: a 
smatl insignificant lot covered with 
tatl weeds. used chiefly as a dump-
ing- ground. Old Maggie Lawns her-
self is forgotten. 
• • 
Individualism 
Lucile Broich 
I like Carl Sandburg-. I like his sin-
cerity, his "home-iness." and the way 
he controls an audience. He talked for 
an hour and forty minutes, and it 
seemed as if he had iust bei;un; as if 
only a few minutes had elaosed since 
the time he stood up modestlv bv the 
small speaker's stand. shook back his 
straggling- hair. and boomed forth his 
introduction in a surprising-Iv deep 
voice. It is not every speaker (even 
among the famous writers) who could 
hold an audience of critical women in 
a state of tense interest for such a long-
time. Everyone listened with perfect 
attention. They were afraid thev 
might miss something that that tall 
gray-haired man was saying. 
When Mr. Sandburg stopped talk-
ing to tune his guitar, the sudden 
stir of physical relaxation that came 
from the audience was comical. Then 
the entire audience, after one rustling 
wave of motion, settled itself in readi-
ness for another period of concentra-
tion. An onlooker would have enjoyed 
watching the rapt expressions of some 
of these blase girls, except that he 
never could have dragged his eyes 
from the stage. 
After the performance I waited to 
help escort Mr. Sandburg to the tea 
given in his honor. He loosened the 
strings on his guitar, put it in its 
case, and came down to the place 
where he had left his hat and coat. Out 
of a mammoth side picket he drew a 
dark muffler which he carefully placed 
around his neck with the two ends 
trailing down the back. There it hung 
while he told the history of one of the 
songs he had sung. I was worried. 
I had never seen a muffler worn that 
wav. However. I needn't have become 
excited about it. Presently he crossed 
the ends and brought them around in 
front again, and there he was, all 
bundled up, and proof against the 
uro breezes of outdoors. Not even 
the most sly oraug-ht could hope to 
reach the Sandburg larynx. 
After all, the way In whic'n a man 
ties his muffler is his own business. 
but that muffler told me something 
about Carl Sandburg and his poetry. 
He is an individualist. In this day 
when it seems as if one monotonous 
pattern is used over and over, cut-
ting out the whole bunch of us, 
he dares to be himself. Of course, he 
can do that with better grace than a 
less famous person like the writer 
of this article. The public enjoys a 
certain eccentricity in its idols-at 
least, I do. I am convinced that he is 
not pretending, not putting on an "in-
dividual mask" to please the public. 
his admirers. He is just himself · and 
his personality is probably his best 
poem done in the vers libre of individ-
ualism. 

